FRANCIS   LEDWIDGE
IN FRANCE

THE silence of maternal hills
Is round me in my evening dreams;
And round me music-making rills
And mingling waves of pastoral streams

Whatever way I turn I find
The path is old unto me still.
The hills of home are in my mind,
And there I wander as I will.

February 3rd, 1917.

THOMAS MACDONAGH
HE shall not hear the bittern cry
In the wild sky, where he is lam,
Nor voices of the sweeter birds
Above the wailing of the rain.
Nor shall he know when loud March blow
Thro' slanting snows her fanfare shrill,
Blowing to flame the golden cup
Of many an upset daffodil.
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